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The bite of a flea is uncomfortable, to be sure, but at least it } 
lacks the piercing anguish of the whole dog. 


ws 
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Sercrant Harrison came into 
Peabody’s office, nodded in my di- 
rection, and then spoke to Pea- 
body. “You're positive nothing 
was taken from the vault itself?” 

“Positive,” Peabody said. “It was 
untouched. But unfortunately the 
thief did manage to rifle most of the 
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safety deposit boxes thoroughly.” 

“Anything besides cash miss- 
ing?” 

“I haven’t interviewed all of the 
victims yet, but so far it appears 
that he specialized in cash alone. 
After all, we’re just a branch bank 
in the suburbs. We don’t have all 
that concrete and metal and the 
elaborate alarm systems the main 
office has,” Peabody said. 
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Harrison gloomily agreed. “Ap- 
parently he broke into the safety 
deposit box room after the last em- 
ployee left Saturday afternoon. He 
had all of the weekend to work, 
and I guess he did.” Harrison 


u 


chewed his cigar. “Have you fig- 
ured out how much money was 
-stolen?” 

“Not yet,” Peabody said. 

After Harrison left, Peabody’s 
secretary, Miss Hinckle, came into 
the room. “Dr. Reagan and _ his 
wife are here.” 

Peabody sighed. “I simply hate 
speaking to angry people.” 

Miss Hinckle was plain, pro- 
tective, and soothing. “Just try to 
think of it as part of the job.” 


“T'll try to, Miss Hinckle,” Pea- 


body said. “Please show them in.” 


Dr. Reagan and his wife were 
both in their late twenties. 

“Just what kind of a bank do 
you run here?” Reagan demanded. 

“It’s a branch bank,” Peabody 
said. “We don’t have the. metal 
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and the concrete and alarms... 

Mrs. Reagan was as angry as 
her husband. “But you do have 
insurance, don’t you?” 

“Good heavens, yes,” Peabody 
said. “We're insured to a fare-thee- 
well. However, concerning cash 
in safety deposit boxes, the cover- 
age does not...” He _ stopped. 
“By the way, what did you lose? 
Jewelry? Bonds?” | 

“Good hard cash,” Reagan 
snapped. “Forty thousand dollars.” 

Peabody raised an eyebrow. “Re- 
ally? Are you positive?” 
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Reagan exploded. “You're damn 
right I’m positive.” 

I cleared my throat. “Dr, Rea 
gan, according to our records, you 
finished your internship fairly re- 
cently and have been in private 
practice three years.” I consulted a 
sheet in my folder. “During those 
three years you earned the aggre- 
gate sum of $37,583.57—upon 
which you paid income taxes.” 

Reagan frowned. “Who the devil 
are your” 

Peabody spoke up. “Oh, I’m 
sorry, but I forgot to introduce 
Mr. Anderson, He’s from the Bu- 
reau of Internal Revenue, and it 
seems they’re interested in safety 
deposit box. robberies, though I 
don’t know exactly why.” 

“To be specific, Dr. Reagan,” I 
said, “the Bureau is curious as to 


_ how you managed to save $40,000 


on an income of $37,583.57?” 

Dr. Reagan’s face slowly whit- 
ened. He wet his lips. “Save? Did 
I say anything about save? I in- 


erited the money from my Aunt 


Bessie.” 

I drew a ball-point pen from 
my pocket. “Could I. please have 
the full name of your Aunt Bes- 
sie? And the date she died? We 
like to check up on these things, 
you know. Of course you paid the 
inheritance taxes?” 

Dr. Reagan began to perspire. 
He looked to his wife for help. 
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She laughed lightly and quickly. 
“Dear, you’ve been talking about 
inheriting the money for. so long 
that sometimes you actually believe 
that -it’s already happened. But 
Aunt Bessie is still alive and kick- 
ing. Remember ?” 


Reagan wiped his forehead with 


a handkerchief. “Then how do we 
explain to the man how . . .” 

“We saved the money, dear.” 
Her voice was commanding. “And 
it wasn’t forty thousand dollars. 
It was four thousand—on which 
we paid the income tax. Do you 
understand?” 

He still seemed about to protest. 

“Dear,” his wife said firmly, 
“what real difference does it make 
to us now whether it was or wasn’t 
forty thousand? It’s all gone now 
anyway and evidently not covered 
by the bank’s insurance—and you 
wouldn’t want to go to jail for 
avoiding income taxes on an im- 
aginary forty thousand dollars, 
now would you, Henry?” 

He shook his head: numbly. ‘ 
guess not, dear.” 

“And besides, Henry,” his wife 
said, “just remember there’s more 
where that came from.” 

He brightened. “That's right. If 
it took me only three years to .. .” 
He stopped, his face clouding. 


“But what about socialized mediz” 


cine?” 
His wife took him by the arm. 
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“We'll cross that bridge another 
time.” 

When they were gone, Miss 
Hinckle reappeared with coffee 
and sandwiches. “Time for a little 
break. No sense in overdoing 
things.” 

“Miss Hinckle,” Peabody said, 
“I don’t know what we’d do with- 
out you.” | 

It took Peabody and me three 
days to interview all of the rob- 
bery victims and when we’d fin- 
ished, I made the drinks. . 

“What does the total come to?” 
I asked. 

“Our patrons claim they lost a 
total of two hundred and ten 
thousand dollars.” 

“And how much did we really 
get from those boxes?” 

“Four hundred and sixty thou- 
sand dollars, thanks to tax dodgers 
like the Reagans and others.” 

“Good,” I said. “That leaves us 
a net profit of two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars. Pll wrap up 
the other two hundred and ten 
thousand and send it to the police 
with an anonymous note saying 
that my conscience has been both- 


ering me and I’ve decided to re- 
turn the full amount. The case will 
not exactly be marked closed in 
their files, but no one is going to 
bother too much trying to catch 
the thief after the money has been 
returned. The heat will be off, so 
to speak.” — 

Peabody smiled. “I have the feel- 
ing, though, that some individuals 
might have their doubts about 
whether a// of the loot has actually 
been returned.” 

“In that case, they may take it 
up with the Bureau of Internal 
Revenue, though I have the 
strange suspicion that none of 
them will.” I sipped my martini 
and smiled faintly. “For my part, 
it seems only reasonable that I 
ought to get fifty percent of our 
profits.” | 

Peabody looked innocently at 
the ceiling and said, “Obviously 
my share ought to be fifty percent 
also.” 

“Not so fast, gentlemen,” Miss 
Hinckle said firmly. “Since it was 
my idea, and I’m the one who 
brought the two of you together, 
we share and share alike.” | 
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